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ON THE TOWN 


WITH WMWC 
CORRESPONDENT. ROCKY 
DIAZ 


Being tourists we had heard but were not 
consciously aware of the atmosphere of celebration which 
dominates Greenwich Village every Halloween. New York 
City's Halloween parade doesn't border on chaos to the 
degree that one would expect, however, the event in many 
ways mirrors New Orleans' Mardi Gras due to the many 
costumes, blocked-off streets, and large amounts of booze 
in the hands of public revelers. in other words it was my 
kinda scene. We caught the tail end of the parade yet 
continued to drink hard on the streets of the dirty city 
for several hours following the parade's end with the 
thousands of new friends we acquired that night. Around 
midnight my associate and I made the roughly 20 block trek 
east to the Bowery area, our destination” CBGB's. There 
we first encountered the Action Swingers: former members 
of Sonic Youth and Pussy Galore. After their set we rapped 
with the band long enough to get the name of their record 
label and management company. We left CBGB's and headed 
back toward the village, still looking for some action yet 
ever enthralled by the harmonic melodies of the Action 
Swingers. It was one o'clock A.M. 

We had just left the Bowery when I was struck with a 
felling that urged immediate attention.. I soon found an 
adequate place to relieve myself (which is no simple task 
in NY) while my associate ducked into a deli and purchased 
some more beer. While waiting for me on the corner, my 
associate was approached by a tall, strange looking fellow 
who appeared to be from elsewhere. "Do you like Deep 
Purple?" he asked my comrade in a French tongue. 


"Sure." 

"Do you like Cream?" 

"Yeah." 

"Then you like my band. We ‘Deep Jimi and 
the Zep Creams." At this point I walked up only to find 
that this bizarre foreigner was drinking my beer; however, 
I didn't mind for I was never partial to Olde English 800. 

We talked to our new friend and found out 
that his name was Julius and that he was the drummer for 

‘Deep Jimi and the Zep Creams, a band from Iceland on a four 
month visa to America. They had been here two months 
entirely in NYC. My comrade and I decided to get this 
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For The Record 


Nathan Borchelt 


I love music. That is just something that I have always felt. I love 
the power and the passion in the notes, the messages in the lyrics. I 
whe But something about the music scene is really starting to piss 
me off. 

For as long as I can remember, the music that I have always liked 
had been music that other people thought was just noise, had no 
‘meaning and was just too darn loud. This lack of popularity was never 
a problem for me, nor was it a problem for anyone else. I have my 
‘music, you have your music. Everyone is happy. 

But recently my area of musical interest has strangely found itself 
to the top of the pop charts. Whether it is because the band change their 
style to a more accessible one or because other people are waking up to 
the true power of the music is not for me to say. I do not mind a band’s 
success, even though some of the magic is lost after hearing the same 
song endlessly in any dorm. That is not a problem for me. It just 
distresses me to see all these new fans adamantly proclaiming their love 
for a band after hearing only one song on the radio, or even worse, one 
video from MTV. 

A weekend past, I was at a party (yes, this socially dysfunctional 
recluse does indeed go out at times) and one of the Spin Doctors hits 


was playing. I looked over to my friend, who was shaking his head as _ 


‘he looked over the dancing crowd. “How long have you liked this 
band?” I asked. “Two, two and a half years.” He replied. “They’re rich 
now.” 

And it is true. The success of a band does not, however, ruin the 
musical talent that got them there. There is something to be said for 
maintaining the punk rock credo of obscurity, but then a band's 
musical message just reached the same crowds who have heard it 
before. I am not criticizing bands for taking advantage of their 
newfound success and achieving some financial stability. (Bands like 
on who have resisted the industrial draw are to be commended 

ough.) 

The bands that I have always liked do not play for money or 
success. They play because they like to, because they have to. They 
would be doing what they are doing with or without success; their 
success is just an added bonus (and sometimes a curse). It is also a sign 
that their musical voice is being heard and hopefully understood. 

The criticism I have, though is for all the new fans that have 
suddenly become fans of the music I have always liked, loved, and 
associated myself with. It is fine that more people realize that my 

‘ music is more than just noise, but they also have to understand that the 
band did not just spontaneously appear on the pop charts without 
previous existence. Nirvana is a prime example. Believe it or not, they 
have more than one album. 

A night past on the Grammys, the Red Hot Chili Peppers won a 
Grammy for something or another (I am not interested in the awards 
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personally). I am happy to see their success, but it distresses me to 
think that most of the people who got them on the stage do not even 
know that they have more than just "Give It Away” and “Under the 
Bridge.” They have gone through a lot, both musically and ; 
ste se Seaghimebde: Precast sand ge, hemypentgier 
truly wanted but accepted anyway. Hell, after five albums, two e.p.’s 
and endless shows; success was destined to happen sooner or later. 

Both Nirvana and RHCP have recently released compilations of 
their older hits on new albums (Incesticide and What Hits? 
respectively) to show their newfound fans their musical range and also 
to perhaps show that there is more to them than “Smells Like Teen 
Spirit” and "Breaking the Girl.” 

If you like these bands, fine. If you do not, I am not pretentious 
enough to argue musical aesthetics with you. Whatever makes you 
happy. But if you like a band, make sure you know what you are 
talking about when you profess to liking them. There is a lot of good 
music out there that exists independent of the pop charts. Inform 
yourself of that fact. 

For those of you who liked such bands of obscurity before their 
success and now dislike them because of it: Wake Up! Just because 
their songs are played on the radio does not mean that they sold out. 
Some of the magic is gone, certainly, but the talent and musical vision 
that attracted you to them is still there if you are willing to listen for it. 


Paranoid 


The walls are closing in 
Again. 

I hear their voices laughing. 
Rasoing like crows, 

Like bones. 

My closets rustle fitfully -—- 
A hundred suited men, 
Listening to every heartbeat 
Every breath... 

I will suffocate. 


Nicki Hutnick 
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Flipper has been reborn. Once tney were aN intoxicated and 

defiantly impetuous force in American punk rock. Now they are a 

band of +hugs trying to recapture a hectic past wrth 6 sober face. 
Fish puns and the wall of <ourd aside, 


AMERICAN GRAFISHY, 
Flippers latest output, is o punk band’s attempt to deal with the 
and Forge anedad info the Future. All things shall come te 
pass, ard Flippe’ should have le+ the past keep on passing. 
Better not to diguP dead Fish. You Know what I’m saying? 
Flipper is a band with a past. Founded in 1979, la ed 
clubs a SarcFranciace dnd scan +hey were Popu ae os 
your , trough Not so popular with clUB owners. The current 
50- called “grunge” scene owes a lot to Flipper and treir 
drunken culture of sel€-destructive social commentary. The 
generic ALBUM, GONE FISHIN, ond SEX BOMB BABY are 
albumstnat have come to take thelr place inthe hearts and 
minds, of rock stars making a lot of dough today. Didn+ yousee 
Kw Cobain wearing his FLIPPER t-shirt on Saturday Night Live? 
Need | <ay more? Flipper Never made a lot of money; +neir 
albums limited distribution -- that was back when underground 
music WAS really undergrourd. 
The band stopped recording in 1987 , when lyricist and bassist 
Will Shatter died of adrug overdose. Oddly, the band seems to 
wart to neglect tO mention tnis Fact. There (s no mention of 
Shatter in +neé credits liner notes or text of this album-- save 
for a song called “Full Speed Ahead,” which is presumably in 
memoriam of Shatter's self-olestructve life. In fact, the band's 
bio fram tne ROIR sessim album fails to mention shatters 
untimely death either. The quirky,drunken, dnd downright obnadious 
lyricS Which helped Flipper gain their popularity were the work 
of Will Shatter, It seems that when they lost shatter, they lost 
that inebriated yet profound chaos which defined Flipper. In 
AMERICAN GRAFISHY, they have not regained it. 


Many of the lyrics on this album have to do with moving 


on and aetting over +he past. Ironically, it is evident that 
anis (5 pith am ane band members cannct do: 


Naw #€ tomorrow didnt come 
And yesterday had no past wy 
X,Y You would blow your mind right away 
/ ‘Cause Now isa Concept Few saa gras? 
—Fow “we're Not Crazy” 


1 don* Know whether +> laugh or cry. They were definitely Funnier 


~~ FLIPPER. CONTINUED~ 


when they were incoherent. If you want to move on, quys, why Not 
start a new band? Think upa new name? Get a job? Be bold and 
foolish enough to mention that a member of your band died. To 
gloss over Will Shatter's death seems so self-serving. Does Flipper 
really need +6 cash in on tne fact that they've inspired a new 
generation of punk rockers, only to betray themselves in the 
process’ Do they really think they can reclaim what's rightfully 
theirs? Why would they want to” 
lt seems that Flipper does net have tne tenactty to Pay 
tripyte TO their late lyricist, vocalist,and bassist. Compare this 
+o me surviving members of tne Minutemen, whohad re 
integrity TO form dad new hand (FirRetose), to NO longer Play any 
minutemen songs, and to dedicate their first three albums te 
d. boone, Mio died ina cor crash tn 965 . Flipper writes a 
ena (per naps the Kind af song Will Sinatier would like to have 
niien aout Nim) called “Full Speed Ahead’ H is probabty 
tne most Flipperesque song on tne alloum. # is tne simplest, 
fLyumniest, and mast honest sang or’ AMERICAN G 
IN Most of their atner songs tne weight of +he 
world is ridi heavily on the Fins of Flipper, but ther social 
commentary IS cavy-nanded and Numor less. They seem to have 
a great disdain for the s0- aalled atternative scéne of today. 
| don't begrudge them +s, but datney have to be so dull 
about H? Kemember when the drunken slam- dancers gat 
really violent and started beating up litle Kids inthe pit, & 
Will Shatter Got really onary ard evtemparaneoy sty changed 
tne lyrics To“Ever.“ This Was tne Kind of ChdGHe Nerisenee 
that pale came +o expect-fram Flipper. At +he end of the 
recording, +ne club shuts CF +ne amps And Shatter exc 
some words with the bully culprits, whe were beating upon 
“lie kids, Fuckin I, 15 years cld.” The recording cuts OFF utth 
a final truth that Flipper wovld do well to heed: 
Ard you ave not a lithe Kid. You are afuckin’ adult.’ 
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Commentary 
Nicki Hutnick 


O.K.., let's get this straight, I am not a political person by 
nature. I tend to avoid issues the way most people avoid going to a 
oe so it may seem strange for me to be the one taking as 

but things are getting out of hand. What I'm talking about is this 
trend toward pseudo-intellectual liberalism. Don't get me wrong; I'm 
no arch- conservative, I think people have the right to Sprert their 
opinions. I do have a problem with the people who complain 
incessantly, albeit eloquently, while taking no action about the 
situation du jour. 

I don't know, maybe I'm strange, but I came to this school 
because it offered "solid liberal arts education." In my mind, this 
meant that the school was attempting to open students' minds to a 
diversity of concepts and belids, offering classes in Cultural 
Anthropology, Religions of India, Islamic Political Philosophy, and 
African Dance in the hopes of creating a class of "free 
individuals." While this is a terrific idea, this is not what happ ned. 
I can't place the blame solely on the administration, though. It seems 
that a fair amount of students see these classes not as an opportunity 
to open their minds and gain more information, but rather as a 
chance to defend their already firmly entrenched beliefs and to 
pretend not to appreciate or need the education they are receiving. 

Those individuals who find the need to point out every flaw in 
the system don't make it better for wed. Ts else. They only make us 
resent the education we have recei I'm not sa they are 
always wrong, I'm glad that certain problems are being brought to 

_ It is oe manner in which they are exposed that troubles me. 
be e are more than willing to expose the school's flaws both 
mic and the Bullet (with their names featured 
prominenty), they they seem to lack the guts to do an about them. 
ittle more than rabble rousers -- all talk and no 
action. I bet that at if they spent half the energy they devoted to 
whining actually talking to the administration and the Student 
Association, that a lot more would get done. And much of this free 
floating dissatisfaction would be eliminated. 

I'm not saying that I have an unusually strong dedication to 
causes and a resi * rt with the administration. That would be 
hypocritical. blind nor stupid enough to claim that 
everything is oaghie: here. It's not. But we need to ask ourselves if 
we are really as oppressed as these students would have us believe. 
And if this is a y the case, then we need to ask ourselves what 
we plan to do about it. It's not good enough to go around with out 
hearts on our sleeves and our heads up our asses shouting, "Fuck the 
Establishment." This kind of statement unreasonable and ineffective. 
There is nothing wrong with making a protest, but word alone are 


empty. 
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aye 803 & te POP NEW 


The eighties refuse to die. Milli Vanilli has reformed as 


“Rob and Fab,” Madonna is still strutting around in her 
underwear, and Prince refusesto 90 away. But amidst the 
wreckage of so-called 90's “pop” are occaisional 

; on 
reminders of what made the 20's SO areat. Simple 
Minds’ GLITTERING PRIZE isa greatest - hits collection 


+hal encapsulates the years I98|- 1992. Thi sj 
a bitter reminder oF how & '§ album is just 


iovated. This (2-track ed Petites ae priestly ert 
we ‘ Me ngle, 
Don't YouCForget About Me)” from the teen-pop movie 
The Breakfast Club. lt also inciveles such classics as : 
“Alive and kicking,” “Sanctity Yourself," “All the Things 
She Said,” and™Someone, Somewhere in the Summertime” 
amoung others. There's nothing you haven't Aéard before; 
no cheesey tracks “only availible enthis greatest hits 
package ” Just pure, soulful pop 4unes that make you long 
for +ne $ of Clash of the Titans luncnhboxes, chocolate 
milK,and Shrinky Dinks. 
while longing fr §0's poplike tunes, another 

album worthy of Mention 13 the new [0,000 Maniacs’ 
OUR TIME IN EDEN. This (3-track cd resumes the 
pop-wtth- amessage , quirky tunes, reminiscent of their 
album, INMY TRIBE. Apart from +the sperd singles, 

* Conway Everybody wants /” and “these are Days’, are tne 
infectiousty catchy tmes “Reckless,” “Eden” and “Jezebel.” 
even the tracks that geem a tte of€ oa dom 
listening to, if only te seak up Natalie Merchant's rich 
luscious voice. Die hard Maniac fans will want to get the 
ca singe of “Candy” to hear Merchant tackle Motrissey’s 
“everyday Is Sunday and REM S$ “Don't Go Bac K +0 Rockuiik 
with amazing success. : 

As long as groves like [0,000 Maniacs continve to 
makenew albums and the Simple Minds cantine to oer 
ys dishes of their best selections, we might be able 
to asvive he “achy breaky” So's yet. 


_ JAMIE WASSERMAN 
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CYPRESS HILL» CONTIN VED... 


not less layered in meaning or skillfully crafted than the accepted 
since Of cians. The to understanding Cpeees Hill's text is the throwaway line 
") alalalalalalala." Cypress Hill could have written some more rhyming lines to the of 
" don't care. | am a man of the city who 5s tryi eee We pees tree one | feel po 
shame, no remorse. | have no concern or fear of the results of my actions. | have nothing 
to lose. This murdering that goes on every day Is just a game, It Is 


| child's to me." Insidiously chanting "La/a/a/aiaialala," is much more effective and far 
more subtle. If came out and told us what they meant, It'd be an essay. It'd be 8.D.P. 
It would give the information, but not the ambiguity, not the feeling. Unlike some rap (and 
some literature), Cypress Hill does not interpret their lyrics for us. We must listen and 
decide for ourselves. The fact that this text loops a sample from the song Duke of Ear, 
Eecantis > nein aderunce eriigic ap imienianar aco earn 
don't have enough experience oO rap u rap A re 
just not ing to get it. Eg ae ee a ee STE AE ae BONS you 
know nothi ut. 


ng 
Like any other genre, there is good rap and there is bad rap. Since rap is so popular 
cubical & te chucned col te make a ascii It Is a complex art form where musical 





fellow as loaded as we were before accepting his invitation 
to view his band in the bar which I unknowingly had just 

_ relieved myself upon. The three of us finished a number of 
beers before we descended the steps to the below-ground 
night life establishment called the Pool Bar. This small 
dive was virtually empty except for a pool table, small 
stage, and a handful of drunk regulars. My associate and I 
then realized we had been there two nights earlier and seen 
Day for Night (Richmond) and The Mockers (Norfolk). We 
grabbed some beers and Julius then introduced us to his 
entourage. my associate immediately grew fond of the fair- 
skinned, blue-eyed blonde who we believe was their manager. 
She didn't speak English, but she continued to buy my 
friend beer so he stuck around and gazed in awe at her 
pure, North Atlantic beauty. The band soon arrived and 
began to assemble their equipment. Our new friend Julius 
left us to perform with his band while my comrade attempted 
to transcend the language barrier with the blonde Icelandic 
beauty. The band soon commenced their performance and I 
then realized their fondness for capes and Oe shoes. 
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REVIEWED BY: o[ CVE NE OT] 


“Bizarre Ride IL" is the deb 
“ ut dlbu 
got More £ M+ro , 
p rominate a ever than 7-Eleven Slur aay cna es 
rom L.A. who cal ea OF four hip-ho 
and ecclectic mixing style IP hop hybrid : mixi hi . 
bratty attitudes of an yi De La Sou! witieatie Sag 
pump out some fresh ori meas but still managing to 
beats that hook you Steer a <3 Completely infectious 
brilliant crank phone call in «at spins. The perversely 
is itself worth the price of the ed et NSe 
camp and silliness of tracks like « wie the 
and “Quinton’s On His Way” are a welcome Head Genes. 
the bdd- oss posturing of gangsta ra whips 
real winners on this album are th a ee hae 
funkiness Of “Soul Flower ” web Se Si ey 
ey (ther remix of tne 
featured an the Brand New Heavies’ “Heo ee 
and “ Return of the B-Boy.” Se 
The Po ) : 
int, tot blem with the Pharcyde is whether and at what 
point, totake them seriously. Do they really betieve 
that ltetle Kids should be smoking fot blunts like €hey 
illustrate in “Pack the Pipe”? And are the string of 
Mother jokes on the dlbum's single aty 
| ngle, “Ya MaMa,” a parody 
or just dNother element of thei ae 
Ir Qoofiness: It's hard to 
\ but the nde bizarre as it may be, iS enormous 
pelt ange. appear to have given us the 
year's best hip-hop album so far; watch for +nen 


in the future. 
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CoNTINUVed Fran P9 17 : Rocky dees Gothame. 
Being from the South, I showed my appreciation for this 
mediocre performance by hollering (I could never clap with 
a beer in one hand). Apparently the band's lead singer, 
who looked vaguely like Robert Plant in 1971, was not 
accustomed to vocal displays of admiration and proceeded to 
berate me for applauding his band. “Shaht ahp!" he said in 
his broken English, "We play and you hear." I was half 
drunk and now insulted, and had it not been for my friend's 
attempts to further trans Atlantic relations with the 
blonde, I would have thrown something at the guy. 

I realized that there was indeed a language barrier, yet 
in my heart I knew that rock'n'roll was the international 
language of brotherhood and good times everywhere; therefore 
I bit my tongue and decided to clap instead. The performance 
was pretty awful, yet these bohemians from the north 
definitely had the look -- homemade, not vintage, yet still 
really trippy, man. In retrospect, I now think that their 
performance may have suffered from the poor equipment which 
they procured in Iceland and brought with them to America. 
We discussed this and it dawned on me that I was fortunate to 
have the fine Japanese-manufactured products which I owned, 
so I kept drinking to endure the entire set. 

The band concluded their set and I noticed no one dared 
shout after the berating treatment which I suffered at the 
hands of this misplaced musical megalith. I think his name 
was Thor or something Nordic like that. My companion and I 
conversed with the band briefly and soon found ourselves 
accompanying the band to the American Rock Headquarters. 
Somehow we got conned into helping the band carry their 
equipment back to their hotel, for obviously they lacked any 


transportation here in NYC like evervbody else. ‘I was. 
Surprised, however, to find myself and my comrade parading up 


South Broadway with eight hippies carrying drums, guitars, 
and amplifiers. All I knew was that I was drunk, I was 
carrying a cymbal stand and a snare drum, and I was following 
a tribe of Icelanders dressed like the Partridge family. 
Furthermore, I began to think that this was all in vain, save 
for my friend's attempt to further international relations 
with our Arctic cousins. I'm sure that our group didn't look 
Suspicious or anything, yet I still felt conspicuous even 
though I was the most conservative of the bunch. We walked 
ten blocks to the hotel which Deep Jimi and the Zep Creams 
had made their American castle. To mince words, the hotel 
can best be described as a typical New York monthly hotel: 
dark, high ceiling, dirty -- if you've ever seen Sid and 
Nancy: the Movie, you'll understand what I mean (sometimes a 
video analogy helps the kids visualize, dig it). We got to 
their pad. My accomplice and I purchased some beer 
downstairs (remember, in the big city you can buy the shit 
all night), and we then proceeded to "hang out" with the 
band. — 
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standing (my sister) 


she is named Phoebe. 

she likes drum beats and rock 
and roll. 

Take her pulse -- 

and yearn to discover 

what makes her earth 

quake beneath her solid legs. You 
Desire to show her 

the hard ground 

and the essential joy of skating 
on melting ice. 

Teach her the beauty 

of a trembling scrawl 

black 

on white paper -- 

and wish you could 

know her 

well. 


AC 


Low WATTAGE 
HIGH VOLTAGE 
“Turn me on, 

{ hum, l Purr. 

I'm calling yeu. 

Can you hear me? 
lexplede, Ifty, Iflash. 
louder now, 

Ave you really listening ? 
Touch me, talktome, taste me. 
Turn me off, 

| # licker, | wane, | die. 


- JAMIE WASSERMAN 
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MOSHING 


Grounded in docile dormancy, 

| idty withstand my brain's hurried stair - Pounding 
until eet eth an Onn ary ieee 

Pulling my re ve strings +hreugh the Se 

throvgh Walls of fiefce , animal studde cause? Sweaty cen 
and past over poweri airs of 3 : 

| stand before the qteunare ae Sexuality, 

and “sound my barbanc yaip,” 

hurling my plaid-clad, clay A body 


1 h vcklina arm 
leaning t2 bleed. S of the huddled masses 
\ride their fevered passions 

si fam relinqvished from my heavenly state 
and cast into the sticky beer, sweat, ash filled floor 


only to rise, fly, and fall again. 
— JAMIE WASSERMAN 


February Morning 


Dressing by solitary lamp, 

my father, in shadow, 

gropes blindly for his things: 

1 union suit (threadbare red cotton) 
1 pair grey wool socks 

1 lined flannel jacket (last year it would 
have been a jacket.) 

a Pair of faded Levi's 

and the incongruous dress shoes. 

He always wore dress shoes, 

my father. 

Even when the snow melted, 

creating pond sized puddles 

in the machine yard. 


Nicki Hutnick 


Al 


TVe LOST my 

NIRVANA CD 

ZA TDon'T KNOW 
WHERE To is 
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Rocky's ADVENTURES w/ DEEPUIM & THE ZIEP cReA4s 


The lead singer was this blonde dude who had medium 
length heir and many hippie medallions. He also had the 
largest ego and spoke the worst English. We learned that the 
band was on a four month Visa and had been here two months. 
Then we heard the shocking truth: Thor the singer pronounced 
(and received the support of his bandmates) that their band 
was expecting to take America by storm with their music. 
Seriously. 

At first I was impressed by their enthusiasm, for I 
reasoned that to get a bunch of bucks and get to the U.S. 
with a bunch of gear and some girlfriends probably required 
some dedication, faith and an overall bad-ass attitude. Yet 
as the minutes elapsed I realized that these cats really 
believed that they would in fact be the next Beatles, Rolling 
Stones, or Sugarcubes. They know how to play their 
instruments, yet lacked the talent that even years of 
practice couldn't compensate for. Initially, after listening 
to the band's sincere and almost convincing argument that 
they would be as big as The Who, Pink Floyd, etc., my 
associate and I tried to tell them as gently as possible that 
this could never be in America, at least as they envisioned. 
My companion, who had himself pursued a career in msic, 
attempted to explain the best-possible plan of action; 
suggesting that they contact management agencies, construct a 
press package, play benefit concerts, etc. Our attempts at 
peaceful persuasion met with harsh conflict. "No. We not 
need that," said their singer and leader. "We be big stars. 
I began to question if they were communists. Even our pal 
Julius became confrontational in defense of his hippie 
leader. At first we were lightly entertained by their now 
aggressive attitude, especially in light of the fact that 
they sucked, yet our patience wore thin and we found 
ourselves in an argument with D.J.& the Z.C.'s. We had the 
advantage because our English was better. 

THEM: We be big rock stars in two months. 

US: It doesn't work that way. Someone will kick you 
out in two months. 

We argued for awhile, only because my comrade ad I sincerely 
wanted to cushion the impact of the hard streets of America 
and the music industry. 
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Puba Falls 
Off 


by : FRITZEL MARK 


Brand Nubian is really good. Their album is 
much better than former member Grand Puba's. 
In opinion, Puba, with his latest album "Reel to 
Reel", has crossed over to the Top $40$ audience 
and is now really lame. While some of the songs 
on Puba's latests album are catchy, his rhimes 
have gotten stagnant, and the production has 
been thin. It seems like he has decided he likes 
the boyish voice too much to bother constructing 
any interesting rhime patterns. Brand Nubian, on 
the other hand, with the loss of Puba, have gotten 
that much more funky, with powerful beats and 
samples, and Black Nationalist songs like "The 
Meaning of the 5%", "Allah U Akbar", and "Black 
Star Line." Other songs like "Steal Ya' Ho", "The 
Godz", and "Punks Jump Up to Get Beat Down" 
are just aie In the meantime, Puba is 
singing duets with pop singer Mary J. Blige. It's 
like Puba has taken his money from Brand 
Nubian's first album, the hiphop classic "One For 
All’, and moved to the suburbs, while the rest of 
the crew stayed hardcore in the ghetto. Their 
album, "In God We Trust" has a burning one 
dollar bill on the cover, while if Puba was still with 
the group, he'd probably be trying to put out the 
flames. 

aA 








We stayed there for awhile after the controversy arose, yet 
there clearly was tension, which we all felt. My ally and T 
attempted to appease the situation by changing the subject, but 
obviously we had little in common with these Teelanders. We decided 
tj exit, but before we did we gave them the address of WMWC just in 
case they were in the area or ended up being the next Genesis or 
Whatever. As we descended the elevator, my associate and I laughed 
of our encounter, never expecting to see or hear of D.J. and the 
Z.C.'s, and looked forward to the next day. As it was now 4 a.m. we 
olecided it best to hail a cab rather than walk the 100 or so blocks 
back to our headquarters. We then considered this an isolated 
Incident. Yet the planet proved to be smaller than we assumed. 


My father lives in Chicago, so I do my best to visit once 
annually on his birthday. I spend my days hitting the streets of the 
neighborhoods north of downtown -- an area similar to Greenwich 
Village -- ethnic food, spiritual shops with crystals , and a lot of 
Quality record stores. I was digging through the used CD's in one 
store and was almost ready to leave when i decided to dig through a 
section of promotional CD singles. I was quite astounded, yet mildly 
Impressed to find a 3 or 4 song release by our previous Icelandic 
acquaintances. Of course I intended to purchase this recording for a 
mere $3, yet at this point in the day, I had blown all my money 
except enough to take the bus back. I promised myself to buy their 
disc if I ever returned to this store, but I eventually overlooked 
Chis acquisition. But I saw it -- it was there. 

Sometime in late 1992 I saw a used copy of a sampler froma 
jock magazine in the cheap CD section of a pawn shop. You've seen 
these things -- discs you keep in your collection even though they 
suck and you never listen to them and they just take up space. A 
Song by D.J. and the Z.C.'s was on this sampler. I was intrigued, 
but not particularly impressed because most of the time bands pay the 
magazines to package and release their material. 

After Christmas break I returned to school and began to sort 
through the massive amounts of junk mail that had accumulated at the 
station over the past 4 weeks. I was looking at the upcoming 
releases section of the CMJ when the greatest shock of all occurred. 
At the bottom of the page was their name. As the subsequent issues 
arrived, they moved up the list as the release date grew nearer. I 
hegan to check the mail to see if WMWC would be one of the fortunate 
few to receive the first release by D.J. and the Z.C's. We were. 

The album, Funky Dinosaur, by Deep Jimi and the Zep Creams is on 
East West records, a corporate subsidiary. I was even more surprised 
to find that their producer was Kramer, the musical innovator 
f2sponsible for Bongwater. I wave yet to listen to this recording, 
for I have previous biases that may affect my objectivity. I do 
éncourage all dj's to do so. I have my own memories of Julius, Thor, 
and the rest of the Icelandic rockers and I want you to have your own 


as well. Enjoy. I tried to. 


*MR- DIAZ 16 WMwWCc's business 
clirector.. * 
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Pavement : Westing (S =X 


ingle Coll 
Led Zeppelin: Bored Sef? 
Arrested Development: unplugged 
Diana Ross: Lady Sings Jazz & Blues 
P.M.Dawn : The Bliss Album 
Camper Van Beethoven: Comper Vantiques 
Iron Maiden :A Real Live One 
Monle Love : IN AWord ar 2 
Ric Ccasek : Negatve Theater ~~ 
she Mode: Songs of Faith and Devotions 
Velocity Gir 1: Copacetic a 
en ci er: Hat Full of Stars CTS 
*-- C00 - | s To The Dome 
Luna®: Slide 5 toil 
Nuts: US Three 
boas Und 
Mace Bowie: Black Tie White Noise 
Q Ace: Slaughta House 
eee Which Doobie U.B 
Oil: Eartn & 
World Parry Ban ee 
Aerosmith: Get AGri 


Aff 


P 














5, “ rectang le 
AA, hoot 


A Circle 


al. heart 


1, Chom bus 


Noor O45qf 7 


